BARBARIAN STORIES

When he got out of Rome he gave the horse its
head; he had ridden once like this three years before,
carrying a message to his Legate, and he had been in
time. He would be in time again - of course. In
another week he would be laughing at the whole
thing. At Ostia no one could tell him where the
dealer's ship lay, but at last he found an official in a
small office right down on the quay. He consulted a
list very slowly and then said the ship had sailed at
dawn; it might - or again it might not - be bound
for Delos. Yes, there were a lot of northerners on
board, Gauls and Germans, Britons too for all he
knew; there was a good market for them in Asia,
But horse and rider had turned away from the sea and
up a side street,

He rode back quite slowly. That was all over;
there was no possibility now of ever seeing Rudd
again or giving him that promised freedom. As far
as Rudd himself was concerned it did not do to think
too much; it might be true that a savage could not
feel in the way he did, would forget and make himself
another life wherever it was; at any rate that was not,
and could not be, his concern now. And he had better
forget too; why make so much fuss about a slave when
there are plenty more? Why for that matter fuss
about youth and health and honour, all things that
pass and go? He would go back and attend to his
canvassing.

All the same he was not elected. He was angry
about that; every one round him felt his black, silent
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